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THE  SCENE  represents  the  Interior  of  Barnabys  Stall 
Window ,  R.  c.  f.  Door,  l.  h.  Staircase ,  u.  K.  l.  a. 

Barnaby  discovered,  seated .  r.  c.  singing . 

No  trade,  1  know, 

Whether  high  or  low, 

With  the  cobbler’s  can  compare,  O. 

But  he  wants  a  wife, 

For  a  single  life, 

Is  whist  he  cannot  bear,  O. 

All  day  he  sings. 

But  grief  it  brings — 

l  vow,  now,  I  tell  no  crammer — 

For  he  can't  rejoice, 

While  he  hears  no  voice 

But  his  own,  or  his  cobbler’s  hammer. 

Rat  rat  tat  tat,  &c. 

Then  a  wife  he  seeks, 

But  if  truth  he  speaks — 

Though  he  adds  to  his  household  clatter — 

He  must  confess, 

As  perhaps  you  guess, 

That  he  hasn’t  much  mended  the  matter, 

For  all  day  long, 

So  runs  her  tongue, 

I  swear,  now,  I  tell  no  crammer — 

He’s  cause  to  rejoice, 

If  he  drowns  her  voice, 

With  his  own,  or  his  cobbler’s  hammer. 

Rat  rat  tat  tat,  &c. 

Bar  Ah  !  they  say  there’s  many  a  true  word  spoken  in 
*est,  and  they  are  right — and  I  say  there’s  many  a  true  word 
sung  in  jest,  and  I  am  right ;  for  I  do  protest  I’ve  let  my 
wife  have  her  own  way,  till  she  really  treats  me  as  though  I 
were  no  better  than  the  shoe  I  am  here  mending  lor  her  ; 
and  having  once  got  me,  like  that,  under  her  foot,  she  seems 
resolved  to  keep  me  there.  But  I’d  better  be  silent,  loi 
walls  have  ears— and  if  she  were  to  know  that  1  took  the  li¬ 
berty  of  questioning  any  single  act  of  hers,  her  first  excla¬ 
mation  would  be  — 
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Barbara .  [Putting  her  head  in  at  the  casement .]  Yoii 
idle,  ill-looking,  gossipping,  good  for  nothing  fellow,  what 
are  you  about  ? 

Bar  St.  Crispin  defend  us  !  Talk  of  the  dev - My  dear, 

were  you  pleased  to  speak  ? 

Barb .  No.  1  was  not.  I  spoke  certainly,  but  I  was  not  at  al 
pleased.  How  should  I  be  ?  when  1  have  a  brute  of  a  hus- 
i  a'fd  that,  although  he  sees  his  lawful  wife  standing  here, 
wa  tmg  to  come  into  her  own  house,  hasn’t  even  the  common 
decency  to  open  the  door  for  her? 

Bar.  Oh,  I  fly  !  [Opens  the  door .] 

Barb.  Fly,  indeed  !  [She  enters .]  What  were  you  doing  ? 

Bar ,  1  was  but  mending  your  shoes— 

Barb .  You  had  better  be  mending  your  own  manners, 
and  remember  what  is  due  to  a  lady . 

Bar.  A  lady  ! — don’t  be  angry — but  who  ever  beard  of  a 
cobblers  lady  ?  [Laughs.] 

Barb .  Idiot  !  But  you’re  quite  right  to  laugh  at  your  own 
shame. 

Bar.  Shame  !  Where’s  the  shame  ?  The  calling  is  an  ho¬ 
nest  one. 

Barb.  I’m  glad  you  like  it — truly  you  are  easily  pleased. 

Bar.  I  am.  my  dear ;  and  no  one  has  a  better  right  to  say 
so  than  you,  my  love. 

Barb .  A  cobbler,  indeed  !  But  now  just  give  over  work, 
and  listen  to  me. 

Bar.  To  be  sure  I  will.  After  business  comes  pleasure. 
[  J  pproaches  her.  ] 

Barb.  Oh,  don  t  pester  me  with  your  fondling  and  foolery, 
for  there  is  but  one  point  on  which  we  can  ever  agree,  and 
that  is,  that  we  can  never  agree  on  any  point* 

Bar.  ’Tis  too  true. 

Barb.  Silence  !  I  have  been  thinking,  therefore,  that  we 
shall  save  much  time  by  one  of  us  settling  what  is  to  be 
done,  and  by  the  other  doing  it* 

Bar.  Yes,  but  which - 

Barb.  Why,  in  the  first  instance,  /  shall  direct,  tnd  you 

obey. 

Bar.  And  in  the  second—? 

Barb.  Oh,  we’ll  talk  about  that  afterwards. 

Bar.  Hum  ! 

Barb.  The  present  is  all  we  have  to  do  with  now. 

Bar.  Ha  ! 

Barb  Now  whit  do  you  mean  by  “  Hum  !’’  and  '*  Ha  !  * 
[Imitating  him  ] 

Bar.  Why,  my  d  ar,  I  once  had  a  friend  who,  like  you, 
Wc»s  fond  of  hearing  the  sound  of  her  own  voice. 

Barb.  Her  own,  did  yoc.  s«  y  ! 
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Bar.  Yes,  my  love -it  was  a  female  friend — a  cousin. 

Barb.  A  cousin  !  Oh,  of  course — they  are  always  cousins. 

bar.  Yes  ;  and  so  you  see,  it  occurred  to  me,  that  when 
one  party  said  everything  it  could  not  be  necessary  for  the 
other  to  say  anything  but  4  Hum  !”  and  “  Ha  !’* 

Barb.  Indeed  !  as  how.  pray  i 

Bar.  VVhy,  as  thus  : — When  you  call  to  me,  “  Barnaby, 
1  have  something  to  propose  '*  1  say  “  Hum” — “  which  I 
have  made  up  my  mind  to  * — “  Ha  i” — “  Pm  not  at  all 
sure  you  11  approve  of  it” — **  Hum  !” — “  But  1  say  it  shall 
be  done,  and  that’s  enough  !” — “  Ha!” 

Barb.  Well,  I  don’t  know  that  the  idea  is  so  very  bad— 

Bar.  Hum 

Bar b  Considering  that  it  comes  from  such  a  stupid  head. 

Bar.  Ha! 

Barb.  But  I  hav’n’t  determined  to  adopt  it - 

Bar.  Hum  ! 

Barb.  And  therefore  I  don’t  choose  you  to  do  it. 

Bar.  Ha  1  [She  looks  angry.]  I  beg  pardon. 

Barb.  Good — and  now  attend.  You  know  how  I  hate  to 
be  the  wife  of  a  low  mechanic  ? 

Bar  Yes,  my  dear,  you  have  often  mentioned  it. 

Barb .  But  never  till  to-day  did  a  remedy  present  itself. 

Bar.  A  remedy  ? 

Barb.  Yes.  I  just  now  saw  a  lady  covered  with  jewels  and 
attended  by  servauts — in  short,  with  all  the  state  that  J 
ouHu  to  haue. 

Bar .  Hum! 

Barb.  That  I  can  have— 

Bar.  Hum  ! 

Barb  And  that  1  will  have  ! 

Bar.  Ha  1  [the  stamps  her  foot  angrily •]  But  who,  pray, 
is  the  lady  f 

Barb.  The  wife  of  the  great  German  astrologer. 

Bar  What,  Jacob  Joachim  Jargonaster  ? 

Barb.  Yes  the  same.  He  does  not  keep  his  mind  gro¬ 
velling  on  foul  shoes,  and  filthy  boots  !  He  lifts  his  head 
high,  and  invokes  the  very  stars  to  give  him  power  to  shew 
his  love  for  his  wife. 

Bar .  Yes — but  1  don’t  see  because  he  looks  up  to  his  pro¬ 
fession,  why  I  should,  therefore,  look  down  upon  mim. 
Then  as  to  his  affection  as  a  husband,  I  defy  him  to  o><  do 
me,  for  I  love  my  wife  with  all  my  heart,  and  with  ai>  my 
soul 1 

Barb ,  Pshaw  !  who  cares  for  a  shoemaker’s  sole  ? 

Bar.  She  is  my  hope — my  <  are — my  all  ! 

Barb  Who  wants  to  be  a  cobbler’s  aul  ? 
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lucky  syaps 
Bar •  Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear  !  what  am  I  to  do  ? 

Barb.  Why  leave  your  vile  calling  and  turn  astrologer. 
Bar,  Astrologer!  Hadn't  I  better  turn  alderman  of  Crip 
pletrate  ?  Lord  Mayor  of  London  or  Queen  of  England  ? 

Barb.  No,  I  don  t  ask  that,  because  they  are  impossible 
but  what  I  do  ask,  1  ought  to  have 
Bar.  Hum  ! 

Barb.  And  I  will! 

Bar.  Ha! 

Barb.  Already  have  I  done  my  part,  and  yon  will  soon 
have  the  tools  of  your  ne*  trade — so  about  it 

Bar  About  it  !  about  what  ?  The  woman  8  mad  ' 

Barb.  No  I  ain’t,  but  —  [A  knock  at  door.]  Hark  !  what’i 
that  7 

Bar  Oh.  I  don't  know.  I  believe  it  was  a  knock. 

Barb.  [ Calling  oat  ]  Lift  the  latch,  and  enter. 

Enter  a  Man,  with  a  siyn  boardt  D.  F. 

Bar.  What’s  that  i 
Barb.  Kead. 

Bar.  |  l  eads.]  #<  Barnaby  Bristles — Astrologer,  Sooth 
sayer,  Alchymist,  and  Conjuror.  The  stars  consulted — 
Th  eves  and  Murderers  detected  and  denounced,  and  all  lost 
property  recovered  and  restored  on  the  shortest  notice.  I 
wonder  if  I  am  asleep  '( 

Barb.  1 11  show  you  that  I  am  awake.  Come,  pay  the  man 
his  due. 

Bar.  How  much  ? 

Barb.  Only  six  and  eightpence,  and  dirt  cheap. 

Bar  ^Giving  money  ]  There. 

Barb.  [To  Man.]  Now  take  down  the  cobbler’s  sign  out¬ 
side,  and  put  this  up  in  its  place.  [Man  bows  and  exit  D.  f. 
Bar  Bui  what— 

Barb.  Hush  !  Come  in,  gossip. 

Enter  A  oman,  with  dress ,  and  Boy,  with  instruments ,  D.  f. 
Barb.  I  would  oppose  my  fate — but  how  ?  Whatcan  1  try  i 
Barb.  Try  on  this  gown.  [Offering  it  J 
Bar.  Had  1  better  speak  ?  No — that  won’t  do. 

Barb.  Ves,  it  will  do  —  perfectly.  [Adjusting  it.] 

Bar.  I’ve  heard  that  a  husband  may  be  fond  till  he  grows 
foolish.  I  wonder  whether  ’tis  so  with  me. 

Barb.  If  the  cap  fits,  wear  it. 

Bar ,  I  will — [ She  puts  the  cap  on  him.]— I  do. 

Barb.  [To  Woman.]  And  now,  your  demand  is,  I  think, 
thirteen  and  lourpence  1 

Bar.  fm  glad  of  it;  for  I  ha’n’t  got  so  much  in  the 
world.  So,  here— take  your  things  back  again.  [Taking 
them  off  ] 

Barb «  [Stopping  him.]  Not  so  fast  :  I  know  your  real 


LUCKY  STARS.  9 

interest,  though  just  now  )ou  can’t  see  it.  [Pulling  cap  over 
his  eyes.] 

Bar.  1  can’t  see  any  thing. 

Barb  Then  feel  for  your  money,  and  give  it  me. 

Bar  [ Gives  money. \  There  is  all  I  possess,  as  I’m  a 
cob - 

Barb  [ Putting  her  hand  to  his  mouth.]  A  what  ? 

Bar.  You  know  best. 

Barbi  Of  course  I  do.  And  now— [T<>  the  Woman.]  — 
there’s  only  half  your  money,  but  take  that  stall 
Bar.  No,  no  l 

Barb .  I  say,  yes,  yes  !  Take  it  till  I  send  you  the  rest. 
Woman.  Oh,  willingly.  Anybody  would  trust  good  Mas¬ 
ter  Bristles — the  best  of  husbands — the  most  honest  of  men. 
[Exeunt  Woman  and  Boy,  d.  f.  Barbara  closes  the  door  ] 
Bar.  Thank  you.  [To  himself. ]  Mark  the  benefit  of  a 
good  character.  The  best  of  husbands  is  bullied  by  his 
wife,  and  the  most  honest  of  men  is  robbed  of  his  little  stock 
in  trade. 

Barb .  There  — they  are  somewhat  the  worse  for  wear 
but  I  dare  say  they  will  do  for  you. 

Barn.  I  am  afraid  they  will  do  for  me.  But  what  am  I  to 
do  with  them  ? 

Barb .  Time  will  show.  And  see,  already  ■■ 

Bar.  What  1 
Barb.  A  customer. 

Bar.  Don’t  say  it — I  shall  have  a  fit! 

Barb.  Hush  !  she  comes  ! 

Barn.  Then  I  go  ! 

Barb.  Not  you,  indeed  !  [Knock  at  door—she  opens  it.] 

Enter  Lady  Frailton,  d.  f. 

Lady  F.  This  is  the  residence,  I  believe,  of . . 

Barb .  The  great  astrologer  ?  It  is. 

Lady  F.  1  wish - 

Bar b.  To  speak  to  him  He  is  there. 

Lady  F .  It  is  well — but - 

Barb  You  would  be  alone  with  him  ?  ]Lady  F.  assents  ] 
Bar.  [To  Barbara-]  What  for  ? 

Barb.  Silence  !  Madam,  I  retire. 

Bar.  You  shan’t! 

Barb.  Hush,  Isay!  [Retires  to  inner  room. 

Bar  Now,  St.  Crispin,  though  I’ve  been  made  to  desert 
you ,  do  not  you  abandon  me  ! 

Lady  F.  Great  astrologer,  I  need  your  aid  to  shield  me 
from  the  jealousy  of  my  husband. 

Bar.  [Aside  ]  A  nice  easy  task  to  begin  with  !  Go  on. 
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Lady  F  Yesterday,  during  his  absence — 1  declare  I 
hardly  know  how  to  tell  it — I  feel  as  if - 

Bar.  I  feel  as  if  the  sheriff  were  waiting  — 

Lady  F  What  you  know,  then,  that  my  husband  holds 
that  office  ? 

Bar.  The  devil  he  does  !  Ho — that  is— yes,  of  course  I 
do — I  know  everything. 

Lady  F.  Learned  man  !  It  must  be  inspiration. 

Bar .  I  should  think  so  ! 

Lady  F  But  if  you  know  that,  you  must  know  all. 

Bar.  Ah,  never  min d  that— you  tell  it. 

Lady  F  I  will.  I  made  a  journey  on  horseback  to  the 
residence  of  a  relation,  of  whose  son  my  tyrant  husband  is 
jealous. 

Bar.  And  not  without  cause  ? 

Lady  F.  What,  you  know  that,  too  ? 

Bar  Speak,  I  say  ! 

Lady  R.  Why — not  quite  without  cause. 

Bar.  [Aside.]  I  thought  so.  f  Aloud  ]  Proceed 

Lady  F.  In  the  evening  I  found  on  remounting  that  all  my 
accoutrements  were  changed,  and  on  my  arrival  at  home,  I 
m  ssed  a  purse  in  which  was  a  diamond  ring,  presented  to 
me  by  my  husband,  and  which  he  had  on  a  former  occasion 
charged  me  with  having  given  to  this  same  young  relation. 

Bar  But  you  did  not  so  give  it  ? 

Lady  F.  And  that  you  know,  also  !  It  surpasses  belief. 
I  did  not.  One  of  my  servants  must,  therefore,  have  stolen 
it — but  which  - 

Bar.  That  is  the  point— which.  But  once  put  the  saddle 
on  the  right  horse— 

Lady  F  Ha  !  gifted  being  !  what  said  you  ? 

Bar.  I  say,  that  we  must  put  the  saddle  on  the  right  horse. 

Lady  F.  Wonderful  man  !  [Turns  quickly  round ,  and 
darts  out  ] 

Bar.  But  there’s  the  difficulty — [Aside  ]  — the  impossibi¬ 
lity — what  am  I  to  say  ?  [Aloud']  Really,  madam  —what ! 
gone,  and  without  a  word  ?  I  know  how  it  is— she  has  dis¬ 
covered  fcme  already,  and  I  shall  be  Hogged  through  Crip- 
plegate  !  Already  I  feel  myself  behind  the  cart.  Oh,  my 
poor  back  ! 

Barb.  [ Putting  her  head  in  at  the  door.]  Well  1 

Bar.  Oh,  remarkably  well  ! 

Barb  Have  you  received  your  reward  ? 

Bar  No — but  I  shall  before  long. 

Barb.  And  when  they  give  it,  you’ll  let  me  have  half? 

Bar  Hum  ! 

Barb.  S  v  that  again,  and  I’ll  take  all. 

Bar.  Ha  ! 
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Barb.  If  I  don’t,  I’ll  be  whipped  ! 

Bar.  If  you  do.  you’ll  be  whipped. 

Barb .  No  such  thing.  I  deserve  it  more  than  you. 

Bar  You  do  ! 

Barb.  But  how  much  are  you  to  have? 

Bar.  I  don’t  know,  as  yet,  how  much. 

Barb.  Well,  if  its  ever  so  little,  with  scarcely  any  clothes 
to  our  backs  it  will  be  quite  enough  to  make  us  both  smart. 

Bar  Confoundedly 

Barb.  Well,  it  is  to  me  you  owe  the  obligation,  and  I 
only  hope  you’  I  feel  it. 

Bar  Thank  you.  [Knocking  at  dear.] 

Batb  Some  one  else.  I’ll  not  stay  to  interrupt  you; 

[  Exit  up  stairs  l.  h. 

Enter  Lady  Frailton,  d. f. 

Lady  F.  It's  a  pity  you  should  be  taken  up - 

Bar.  Don’t  mention  it  J 

Lady  F  I  mean  it’s  a  pity  you  or  your  time  should  b* 
taken  up  with  what  you  already  know  all  about.  When  you 
said  that  the  saddle  should  be  put  upon  the  right  horse,  I 
flew  to  my  stables,  and  in  the  pocket  of  my  saddle — which 
had  been  put  upon  the  horse  of  one  of  my  attendants — I 
found  the  purse.  Again — I  repeat  it — most  wonderful  man, 
accept  my  best  thanks  :  accept,  too,  the  purse  you  have  so 
miraculously  restored,  with  the  rest  of  its  contents  — and 
now,  farewell  !  [Exit  d  f 

Bar.  It  is  — or,  at  least,  it  seems  to  be— real  bona  Jide  gold 
— at  any  rate,  it  don’t  scorch  my  Angers.  I  can’t  understand 
it  ;  but  l  dare  say  the  fact  is,  I  am  a  conjuror,  and  don’t 
know  it.  Oh.  here  comes  my  wife.  I’ll  astonish  her  weak 
nerves  a  little.  Ahem  1 

Enter  Barbara,  down  stairs ,  l.  h. 

Barb.  Now,  husband - 

Bar.  And  now,  wife. 

j  Barb .  Ah  !  that  altered  manner - 

I  Bar.  Why,  yes — riches  will  have  their  effect  on  us  weak 
mortals  ;  but  for  fear  they  should  change  me  for  the  worse, 
I  do  you  take  them,  and  bless  our  lucky  stars. 

Barb.  Oh,  joy  !  joy  !  Upwards  of  fifty  pieces  !  This 
makes  a  good  beginning 

Bar.  It  does  :  and  it  also  makes  a  good  ending  for  never 
more  will  I  risk — [  Loud  knocking  — Kollo  1  w  hat's  that  ? 

Barb.  That,  I  trust,  is  more  fortune  to  you. 

Bar.  I  don't  care  what  it  is.  Nothing  shall  tempt  me 
again  to - 

Ingot.  [  Without  1  Renowned  astrologer,  open — open  ! 

Barb.  There — I  told  you - 
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Bar.  Yes — and  I  told  you  ! 

Barb.  Silence  !  This  lime  1  remain  to  watch  you.  [S/ie 
opens  door  ,  and  Ingot  enters •] 

Ingot.  Wisest  of  men  !  hear  me,  and  aid  me.  I  am  the 
city  jeweller,  and  was  yesterday  entrusted  with  an  tno- 
mous  pearl,  which  had  just  been  sent  a  present  to  tne  Lady 
Mayoress.  This  morning  I  lost  it,  and  not  knowing  what  10 
do,  I  Hew  to  the  German  astrologer,  Jargonasn-r,  hut  he 
could  give  me  no  tidings  of  it.  In  despair  I  was  returning, 
when  I  met  the  Lady  Frailton  and  she  told  me  1  had  but  to 
repair  to  you,  and  all  would  be  well,  [VIrs  Ingot  appears 
at  the  window,  and  listens.]  1  see  how  much  you  feel  for 
me - 

Bar.  My  good  friend— -nay,  I  must  speak— my  very  good 
friend - 

Barb.  No,  it  is  I  who  must  speak  for  you.  [ Crosses  toe.] 
Good  sir,  the  astrologer— the  never-failing  astrologer,  was 
just  in  a  deep  study. 

Bar.  No  1  wasn’t ! 

Barb.  You  were  !  From  this  you  have  abruptly  roused 
him  :  take  my  advice,  therefore— walk  to  the  end  of  the 
street  and  back,  and  by  your  return  he  will  have  had  time 
to  consult  the  stars,  and  he  will  then  say  by  whom  the  pearl 
was  purloined. 

Bar •  The  stocks— the  pillory — the  gallows - 

Ingot.  What  say  you  ? 

Barb .  He  speaks  of  what  awaits  you 

Bar .  I  speak  of  what  must  await  him  who  is  robbed  by  a 
cruel  and  wicked  wife! 

Mrs .  /•  Robbed  by  a  wife,  says  he  ?  Then  I  am  disco¬ 
vered  !  [She  disappears.] 

Barb.  Go,  go — heed  him  not — he  is  in  a  frenzy  [Pushes 
Ingot  out  ] 

Bar.  And  well  I  may  be,  with  such  treatment  ! 

Barb.  Such  treatment  is  a  joke  to  what  you  may  expect, 
if  thus  you  spurn  the  riches  which  Fortune,  in  justice  to  me, 
sends  you. 

,  Enter  Mrs.  Ingot,  d.  f. 

!  Mrs.  I.  She  does  — and  with  them  the  pearl,  which,  it  now 
appears,  could  not  be  long  concealed  from  your  search  ng 
art.  It  is  true,  that  in  a  moment  of  mad  ambition  I  did  steal 
it ;  hut  no  sooner  did  I  hear  you  denounce  me  than  I  felt 
the  full  force  of  my  crime.  Lucky  indeed  was  it  that  my 
uneasy  conscience  made  me  follow  my  husband's  footsteps 
tiHs  morning  What  atonement  I  can  make  I  now  do.  To 
^  ou  I  deliver  the  pearl,  and  praying  onlv  for  your  silence, 
I  beg  your  acceptance  of  this  purse.  Bit  I  hear  my  hus¬ 
band  returning — I  must  not  meet  him. 
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Barb.  ’Tis  indeed  the  jeweller — this  way,  lady,  this  way 
[She  conceals  Mrs.  I.  behind  d.  f.  as  Ingot  re-enters .] 

Ingot .  (l.)  Now,  learned  astrologer,  my  fate - 

Barb.  Bow  thine  head  and  incline  thine  ear.  The  stars: 
are  favourable — the  sun’s  light  has  outshone  the  shadows  of 
the  moon,  whereby— hem — hem — Seek  to  know  no  particu¬ 
lars — the  pearl  is  restored  to  you. 

Ingot.  Oh,  marvellous  man  !  How  can  you - - 

Barb .  He  is  in  a  second  frenzy  !  It  is  ever  thus  while  his 
mind  still  dwells  on  his  late  work.  [Barnaby  laughs ,  and 
makes  the  sign  of  cobbling .] 

Ingot  Ha  !  Why  that  is  more  like  one  that  cobbles  ! 
Barb .  Dive  not  into  mysteries  that  are  mysterious  enough, 
to  mystify  you— 

Bar.  fR.)  Or,  as  the  lost  has  been  found,  so  the  found 
may  be  lost. 

Barb.  You  hear  ? 

Ingot.  I  do. 

Barb .  Then  shew  your  gratitude  to  the  stars  above  by 
rewarding  their  agent  below.  [Crosse  L.  H.] 

Rar.  Gratiiudine — liberatificandibus . 

Ingot.  Ha  !  What  says  he  ? 

Barb.  He  says  the  will  of  the  stars  is,  that  you  give  him 
all  the  money  you’ve  got. 

Bar.  Silvertudine — gold-if-you-can-di-  bus  ! 

Ingot.  I  have  but  little  money  about  me - 

Bar.  Hum  ! 

Ingot .  But  here’s  an  order  for  one  hundred  pounds— 
Bar.  Ha  ! 

Ingot.  It  is  yours,  and  with  it  my  most  fervant  thanks.* 
Glory  to  the  stars — prosperity  to  the  King  of  the  Astrolo¬ 
gers  1  [Exit  d.  Y4 

Bar.  He’s  gone  ! 

Barb.  Now  is  the  world  coming  to  an  end  ? 

Bar.  No — but  let  us  leave  well  alone.  I  have  somehow 
twii'e  succeeded  in  my  new  calling,  but  it  can’t  go  on  so 
Nobody  knows  better  than  you  that  I  am  no  conjuror. 

Barb.  I  tell  you  once  for  all,  1*11  not  give  up  what  ha 
been  so  well  begun. 

Bar .  And  I  tell  you,  you’ll  repent  it. 

Barb.  No  — there’s  a  voice  within  that  cries  “  Go  on  !M 

Bar.  There’s  a  voice  without  that  cries - 

Bloater.  [  Without.  ]  Stop  ! 

Barb.  After  a  pause.]  Was  that  you  said  “  stop  ?” 

I  ar.  No,  1  was  just  going  to  say  it,  but  some  one  too 
the  words  out  of  my  mouth.  It  was  an  awful  warding! 


14  LUCKY  STABS, 

Barb .  [ Hesitating .]  No — I  don’t  think  it  was— indeed,  I’m 
preih  sure  it  wasn't  any  such  thing,  and  you’re  a  noodle  to 
be  so  easily  frightened.  [4  knock, J  What  is  that  ? 

Bar.  My  death  warrant ! 

Bloater,  [  Without  ]  Open  to  the  Lord  Mayor’s  officers  ! 
Bar,  1  told  you  so  !  |  Knocking  again,] 

Barb  Do  open  the  door,  or  they’ll  beat  down  the  house. 
Bar .  It  s  no  matter — when  I’m  hanged  1  shan’t  want  one. 

Enter  Bloater  and  Constables,  D.  F. 

Bio,  (c.)  Sirrah,  what  is  your  name  l 
Bar.  (R.)  Barnaby  Bristles. 

Barb.  The  cobbler  of  Cripplegate,  your  honour.  Does 
your  honour  please  to  want  any  work  done  in  his  line  ?  if 
you  do,  all  I  can  say  is-"—' 

Bio ,  Of  no  sort  of  use,  when  your  object  is  to  stop  the 
course  of  justice.  A  cobbler,  indeed  1  What  is  that  lool’s 
dress  you  have  got  on  ? 

Barb.  Oh,  that’s  mine. 

Bar.  Yes — the  fool’s  dress  is  her's ,  of  course. 

Bio.  And  these  things  here — I’ll  just  take  them - 

Bar.  Do — but  don’t  mistake  me.  Whatever  I  seem,  I 
am  but  a  cobbler. 

Bio.  Then  what  means  that  sign,  which  is  hung  up  where 
you  ought  to  be  ? 

Barb.  That  sign  !  Oh,  I  put  up  that.  He  didn’t  wish  it, 
but  1  would  do  it. 

Barn.  Yes,  she  would  ;  and  when  a  wife  will  rule  her 
husband,  it’s  sure  to  be  a  bad  sign. 

Bio.  Well,  1  have  orders  to  keep  you  in  safe  custody  till 
the  arrival  of  the  Lord  Mayor’s  deputy. 

Bar.  Nonsense  1  I  won’t  be  tried  in  this  way — if  I  do, 
I’ll  he  hanged  / 

Bio.  That  s  most  likely. 

Barb.  But,  Mr.  Officer,  please  to  take  me  into  custody  . 
it’s  all  my  fault — I  would  go  on  doing  it  — my  iiu>baud 
couldn’t  arrest  me. 

Bio .  No  more  can  I.  Besides,  in  all  such  cases,  husband 
and  wife  must  be  separated* 

Barb.  Is  that  the  law  ? 

Bio  It  is. 

Barb.  Then  it’s  a  monstrous  Poor  Law.  Oh,  dear  * 

Bio.  She  weeps  I  I  can’t  stand  tears. 

Bar *  If  you’ll  Observe,  sir—/  am  weeping  also. 

Bio •  Psha  !  [To  her.]  Don’t  be  cast  down 
Barb.  Oh,  but  I  am  cast  down.  Pray  — pray  take  me  up. 
Bio.  I  tell  you,  1  can  t ;  but  you  may  take  )  ourself  up, 
and  remain  above  stairs  there  till  his  wors  ip  comes  — so 
away  with  him  !  I  She  rushes  in  Barnaby’s  arms.] 
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JHar>  And  thus,  even  from  a  cobier’s  fate,  one  great  mo¬ 
ral  lesson  may  be  learned.  As  in  virtue  we  were  united,  so 
in  crime  we  won’t  be  separated — for  those  that  in  life  have 
clung  to  one  another,  even  in  death  should  hang  together. 
[ Exeunt  up  stairs,  u.  e.  l.  Jargon  aster  and  Mree  Thieves 
appear  at  w  ndow  as  they  ascend  the  stairs ,  a  t  if  watching 
them — then  enter  ] 

Jar.  There — I’m  glad  you  came  with  me,  for  now  you 
see  with  your  own  eyes  that  you  have  nothing  to  fear  from 
this  pretended  astrologer. 

is*  Thief.  Why  we  see  he’s  in  the  hands  of  the  law. 

Jar .  He  is  ,  and  my  friend,  Sir  Peter  will  soon  arrive, 
and  pretty  quickly  put  him  out  of  the  way  of  doing  me 
harm  ;  therefore,  now  once  more  tell  me,  have  you  made  up 
your  minds  ? 

1  st  Thief.  We  have. 

Jar.  And  you  will,  while  the  alderman  and  his  officers  are 
here,  enter  the  city  treasury  by  the  passage  I  have  shewn 
you,  and  steal  the  four  caskets,  which  I  know  to  he  full  of 
jewels  aud  other  valuables 

1st  Thief.  We  will,  upon  condition  that  they  are  equally 
divided  among  us  four — one  a-piece,  you  know  ? 

Jar  One  a  piece  ?  You  are  very  hard  upon  me. 

Is*  Thief.  No,  no,  we  ain’t! 

Jar .  Yes.  yes,  you  are — [Aside.] — though  not  quite  so 
hard  as  I  mean  to  be  upon  you,  when  1  have  once  got  the 
c  «kets  safe  in  my  hands.  [  Wind  instruments  heard.  \  But  I 
agree  j  and  as  Phear  Sir  Peter  coming.  I’ll  just  beg  you 
gentlemen  to  be  going. 

1«£  Thief.  Oh,  that  of  course.  [Exeunt  Thieves,  d.  p 

Jar.  Scoundrels  !  [Music.  Sir  Peter  and  Procession 
enters ,  d.  f.]  Your  worship  is  welcome.  You  are  come  to 
sit  in  judgement  — 

Sir  P .  Am  I  ?  [ Looks  round]  Then  give  me  something 
to  sit  upon  !  [Jargonaster  makes  signs  to  the  Officers,  who 
cover  the  old  broken  chair  with  their  cloaks ,  and  bring  it 
forward— Sir  Peter  st’te.j 

Jar.  Your  worship - 

Sir  P.  [  Angrily.  \  Don’t  bother  the  court !  [Seeing  who  it 
is  j  Oh.  it’s  you — you  may  bother  the  court.  But  where  is 
the  prisoner  i 

Jar.  He  is  above,  in  safe  custody. 

Sir  P.  Then  let  him  be  brought  below,  in  ditto.  [Barnaby 
and  Barbara  are  brought  forward.] 

Sir  P.  I  suppose  there’s  no  great  bother  in  this  case? 

for.  None  whatever,  your  worship— it  lies  in  a  nutshell. 

Sir  P.  Does  it  ?  then  I’ll  settle  it  in  a  crack.  The  sen 
tence  of  the  court  is-  — 
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Blo.  Your  worship  don’t  know  the  case  yet. 

Sir  P.  But  you  do,  and  the  prosecutor  does,  and  he  tells 
me  nothing  can  be  clearer.  It  is  getting:  late,  and  the  court 
sups  early,  so  silence  all  !  and  hear  the  Deputy  for  the  Lord 
Mayor — necessarily  absent  at  a  turtle  feast,  where,  but  for 
these  villainous  duties,  the  court  itself  would  be  at  this  very 
moment.  Let  the  prisoner  be  taken  out  and  presently  hanged. 

Barb.  Oh,  my  poor  husband  !  But  upon  such  a  trial  as 
this  your  worship  won’t  hang  him  ? 

Sir  P .  Won’t  1,  though  ? 

Barb.  No,  you  can’t  ! 

Sir  P.  Can’*  i,  though  ?  Insignificant  creatures  ! 

Barb .  But,  your  worship - 

Sir  P.  The  court  can’t  be  bothered  in  this  way  !  Your 
husband  is  guilty — /  know  it,  and  he  says  it. 

Bar.  That  1  deny  ! 

Sir  P.  Hey  ?  Well,  then — he  knows  it,  and  I  say  it— it’s 
the  same  thing  ! 

Barb.  Oh,  mercy  !  mercy  ! 

Sir  P.  What,  again  ?  Cease  brawling  in  court  ! 

Barb,  I  don’t  brawl  1 

Sir  P.  Then  don’t  blubber  1 

Barb .  Nor  I  don't  blubber  :  but  one  can’t  help  crying  a  lit¬ 
tle  when  one's  husband  is  going  to  be  hanged, and  one  knows 
it’s  all  one’s  own  fault.  [To  Jargonaster.  ]  Would  you,  good 
sir,  speak  a  word- - 

Jar .  [Aside.]  A  comely  dame,  and  one  I  have  long  had 
my  eye  upon  !  [Aloud.]  For  you  I  could  do  much - 

Barb .  Could  you,  indeed  ?  Then  please  to  do  it. 

Jar  What  1 

Barb.  Much. 

Jar ,  And  in  return - 

Barb ,  I  shall  be  much  obliged.  [An  Officer  enters  D.  f 
who  whispers  to  Bloater.] 

Blo.  Please  your  worship,  the  city  treasury  has  just  been 
broken  into,  and  four  valuable  caskets  stolen  therefrom. 

Jar.  [Aside.]  Ha  !  they  have  done  it  J 

Sir  P.  The  city  treasury  broken  into  !  Let  everybody 
that  was  ever  6een  near  the  place  be  arrested.  Four  caskets 
stolen  !  Let  all  found  on  the  premises  be  imprisoned  ! 
Where  is  the  villain  that  had  charge  of  the  valuables  ?  He 
must  know  something.  Let  him  be  continually  whipped  till 
he  tells  it.  See  my  orders  obeyed  !  No — stay  :  a  bright 
thought  strikes  me.  Jargonaster,  my  friend,  now  is  the 
time  to  put  your  glorious  art  in  requisition.  You  could, 
doubtless,  say  who  did  the  deed - 

Jar .  [Aside  ]  I  shouldn’t  be  surprised  !  [Aloud*]  I  might 
do  so,  if  it  pleased  the  stars. 
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Sir  P.  The  stars  must  please.  About  it  strait,  for  the 
court  longs  to  do  justice  on  some  one. 

Jar .  I  know  my  duty  -  but  an  idea  has  occurred  to  me  by 
which  two  purposes  may  be  accomplished.  Let  the  prisoner 
here  have  the  opportunity.  Give  him  five  minutes  to  disco¬ 
ver  and  restore  the  lost  property.  If  he  succeeds,  spare*hi8 
forfeit  life -if  not,  he  must  undergo  his  just  sentence,  and 
then  I  will  discover  the  criminals,  I  will  now  repair  to  the 
spot.  [  Exit  D.  F. 

Sir  P  It  shall  be  so.  Culprit*  you  hear  our  mercy  ? 

Bar  Merey,  you  call  it  ? 

Sir  P.  Silence  ! 

Barb  My  husband  accepts  the  boon  [Aside to  Barnaby.] 
Take  any  delay.  [Aloud.]  And  he  will  do  his  best  to  put  it 
to  profit,  if  it  please  you  that  »e  be  left  alone  for  the  brief 
space  allowed. 

Sir  P  Yes,  yes — the  court  sees  no  harm  in  that.  Let  the 
doors  be  guarded,  and,  whoever  enters,  let  no  one  leave  the 
building  In  five  minutes  see  that  the  first  warning  be  given 
by  the  striking  of  the  great  bell  —the  second  and  third  to 
follow  at  the  regular  intervals.  When  the  last  has  sounded, 
the  criminal  must  be  prepared  for  liberty  or  for  death  The 
court  will,  in  the  mean  time,  take  some  refreshment.  [  Music 
repeated.  Exeunt  D  F  ] 

Barn.  And  when  they  return,  I’m  a  dead  man  ! 

Barb.  No,  no  — for  if  we  can  but  hit  on  some  expedient 
fo -  a  further  delay - 

Bar .  And  what  then?  Ten  minutes,  more/or  less,  signifies 
b  it  little 

Barb.  No— but  the  Lord  Mayor  is  expected  back  this  very 

hour,  and  he  will  not  suffer - 

Bar.  No,  but  /  shall !  Oh,  Barbara,  it’s  all  over!  or*  at 
lea*t  it  will  be,  in  a  few  minutes  ! 

B  trb .  No,  no — the  stars - 

Bar.  Now  don’t  be  so  foolish— what  could  the  stars  do  for 

m  '  ? 

Barb.  Everything.  They  might  show  you  how  to  save 

yourself  now - 

Bar  Improbable— oh ! 

Barb.  Or  even  when  in  the  hands  of  the  hangman - 

Bar .  Impossible — oh  I 

Barb.  Or  better  than  ail — [First  Thief  appears  at  window. 
\st  Thief.  I  must  know  if  he  suspects  us  to  he  the  tmevt-s. 
Barb.  The  stars  have  the  power  to  point  out  the  thieves. 

]  Bell  strikes  one.] 

Bar.  Hush  !  there  is  one  of  them  ! 

Thief.  Ha  !  I  am  then  detected  ! 
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Bar.  Hut  tl«t re  are  yet  two  more  — 

1*1  Thief,  There  are  indeed  !  He  knows  all  !  We  are 
lost  '  [  e  disappears.] 

Ba  h.  What  speak  you  of  ? 

Bar.  What  but  the  chimes  that  are  to  precede  my  death. 
Par//.  Ha!  I  had  forgotten  that. 

Bar  As  you  will  soon  forget  me 

Barb  Say  not  so.  Oh,  Barnahy  !  Barnaby  !  If  we  were 
now  only  as  we  were.  You  hard  at  work — 

Par,  And  you  scolding  me - 

Barb.  With  scarcely  covering  to  keep  us  warm - 

Bar.  Or  food,  to  ke°p  us  alive - 

Barb.  Ah,  those  were  days  ' 

Bar.  Yes,  that  was  happiness  !  [The  First  Thief  appears , 
drawing  the  Second  after  him.]  But,  silence — [Bell  strikes 
one.]-  for  there  are  now  two  of  them. 

2nd  Thief.  Two,  says  he  1 

Is*  Thief.  Heard  you  not  ?  Now  are  you  convinced  ? 

2nd  Thief.  I  am.  Not  a  moment  is  to  he  lost.  \They 
disappear.) 

Barb.  True,  it  is  the  second  chime,  and  yet  not  a  hope 
presents  itself.  Stay— have  you  not  that  order  for  one  hun¬ 
dred  pounds  ? 

Bar .  Oh,  yes — I  have  it. 

Barb.  Well,  there  s  some  comfort  in  that  ! 

Bar.  What,  to  die  a  rich  man  ?  For  my  simple  self  1 
would  infinitely  prefer  to  live  a  poor  one. 

Barb  No,  I  meant  not  that.  But  could  you  not  use  H  to 
bribe  your  guard  ? 

Bar .  And  so  have  the  satisfaction  of  getting  him  handed 
along  with  me  ?  That  would  be  but  sorry  consolation  to 
me  No,  no  !  [The  three  Thieves  appear.]  One  hope,  and 
only  one  remains — a  full  and  free  confession — l Bell  st  ikes 
one.] — far  now  there  are  all  the  three  ! 

drd  Thief.  It  is  the  bell  of  death  '  [disappears.] 

Bar.  It  is,  indeed  !  [  Supposing  it  an  »  dicers  voice  ] 

2nd  Thief  In  a  moment  we  are  with  you.  [disappears  1 
Barb.  Oh,  frightful  speed  ! 

Bar .  My  executioners  come  !  \  The  three  Thieves  en¬ 

ter .  1 

~6rd  Thief.  A  full  confession  is  indeed,  the  only  hope — 
down,  therefore,  down  !  [They  kneel,] 

Bar  [To  Barb.]  Do  you  hear  ?  Down — down  ' 

Barb.  Sf  Bar.  [ Kneeling,]  Pardon — pardon 
Three  Thieves.  Mercy— mercy  !  [Barbara  took*  up  and 
perceiving  they  are  kn tiling,  rises ,  and  pails  Barnahy  *ip  } 
$rd  Thief  We  confess  that  it  is  we  who  stole  the  casket*. 
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Bar .  It  cannot  be! 

Barb.  What  that  they  should  own  their  crime  ?  [Aside 
to  Aim.]  Silence  ! 

2nd  Thief.  ’Tis  true,  and  here  they  are.  f  Give  caskets  ] 

1  Thief.  But  there  was  a  fourth  concerned  in  it. 

Barb.  And  who  is  he  I 
Bar .  Name  him. 

1*1  Thief.  The  great  Jargonaster  himself.  He  planned  it 
all,  and  he  has  the  fourth  casket  at  this  moment  in  his  pocket. 
Bar.  The  stars  have  indeed  done  much  ! 

Barb.  But  it  is  for  us  to  do  the  rest  Conceal  yourselves 
in  that  room,  and  stir  not  till  hecalls  you.  ;  They  lebre, 
speaking  as  they  ascend  stairs. 

1st  Thief.  But  you  remember  your  promise  ? 

Bar.  [  Giving  him  a  tap  with  the  wand.]  1  do  ! 

2nd  Thief  And  you  can  aid  us  ? 

Bar.  Ditto  to  him.]  I  can  ! 

Xrd  Thief  And  you  will  save  us  ? 

Bar.  [Ditto  to  him.]  I  will !  [  Exeunt  Thieves  up  stairs  — 
Music  repeated ,] 

Barb.  They  come — now,  mind — — 

Bar.  I  will  ahem  '  [Music.] 

Enter  Sir  Peter,  Jargonaster,  Bloater,  Officers,  Sfc, 
Sir  P ,  Now,  Culprit,  what  have  you  to  say  l 

Bar.  Your  worship,  1  have  to  beg  for  mercy - 

Sir  P .  Mercy  -psha  !  we  settled  that  question  at  our  pre¬ 
vious  sitt  ng.  There's  no  such  a  thing  as  mercy 

Barb  If  he  who  before  spoke  for  us  would  again  raise 
his  voice 

Jar.  Woman,  for  your  husband  I  can  do  no  more— 
[Aside.]—  for  yow,  when  a  widow — 

Barb.  [A side  to  him.]  You  could  do  much.  So,  when 
you  have  made  me  a  widow,  you  shall ! 

Sir*P.  Now — now - 

Bar.  Well,  then— the  four  thieves  concerned  in  this  rob¬ 
bery  are  known  to  me. 

Jar.  Ha  !  name  them  instantly. 

Bar.  Name  them  yourself,  and  see  how  you  like  it. 

Jar.  Who—// 

Bar.  Yes,  you — for  I  wi/lnol;  but  this  I’ll  do— I’ll  re¬ 
store  three  fourths  of  the  stolen  treasure.  [  Gives  caskets.  1 
Jar.  Ha!  But  to  end  the  matter  at  once,  1  will  myself 
pronounce,  that  the  three  crim'nals  who  stole  the  treasure 

in  question  are - 

Bar  In  that  room  ! 

Jar.  And  the  fourth— 

Bar •  U  in  this. 

Jar.  Hear  me  ! 
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Sir  P.  No,  no  ! 

Bar.  Rather,  hear  me - 

Sir  P.  Sileuce,  fellow  !  The  court  ii  impartial,  and  wil 
not  hear  any  one — so  without  more  ado,  the  fourth  casket, 
and  trie  fourth  criminal  !  Where  is  it,  and  who  is  he  ? 

Bar.  [ Pretending  to  be  lost  in  thought.']  Well,  if  the  slave 
must  name  his  master,  ’tis  Jacob  Joachim  Jargonasier  ! 
[Jargonaster  throws  up  his  arms.] 

Barb.  Aye — [Catching  his  wrist ,  the  casket  falls  out. — 
but  now  the  joke  is  out  !  [Jargonaster  tries  to  escape.] 
Stop  thief!  i  The  Officers  stop,  and  bring  him  back.  J 

Sir  P.  Silence,  woman  !  [To  Jargonaster.]  Speak  sir¬ 
rah— no,  hold  your  tongue  !  [To  Barnaby  ]  Explain,  var- 
let — no,  don’t!  Hush  !  Silence!  for  I  know  that  nobody 
knows  anything,  and  the  court  itself  is  getting  regularly  bo¬ 
thered — L  Aside.]—  but  it  won’t  do  to  let  them  see  that  1  am, 
so  here  goes,  at  any  rate  !  [With great  pomp.}  Bring  forth 
the  other  prisoners,  for  the  court  don’t  quite  see - 

Bar.  Nor  ought  it.  Justice,  they  say,  should  be  blind, 
but  mercy  should  never  be  deaf,  1,  therefore,  trust  the  par¬ 
don  which  I  have  promised  to  these  -  [Barbara  brings  the 
three  Thieves  forward.]— * you  will  confirm. 

Sir  P  What  !  they  were  the— — 

Bar.  They  were,  your  worship. 

Sir  P.  And  he— [Pointing to  Jar.]  Was  the— 

Bar.  He  was,  your  worship. 

Sir  P  While  you  and  your  wife  are  the — — 

Bar.  #  Barb.  We  are,  your  worship. 

Sir  P.  I  see  it  all  !  The  court  is  beginning  to  comprehend. 
They  shall  be  pardoned,  he  shall  be  punished,  and  you  shall 
be  provided  for,  and  all  shall  be  done  immediately -afier 
th  *  court  has  had  some  refreshment. 

Barb  Oh,  my  husband  ? 

Bar.  You  do  owe  your  husband  a  good  deal,  for  it  was 
yo  i  brought  him  into  all  his  scrapes. 

Barb.  [Imitating  him.]  Hum! 

Bar.  But  it  was  you  also  that  got  him  out  of  ’em  again. 

Barb.  Ha ! 

Bar .  Oh,  yes,  it’s  all  very  well  for  you  to  copy  me,  bu’. — 
[To  the  Audience.]  -  pray  dont  you  think  it  necessary  to 
copy  her,  and  so  stand  4‘  Hum”-ing  and  “Ha’  -ing  as  to 
whether  you  shall  give  us  your  approbation.  Is  this  piece 
to  your  liking  ?  [Applause  J  Hum!  Very  much?  [More 
applause .]  Hum  !  Shall  it  be  played  every  night  till  fur¬ 
ther  notice  ?  [  Great  applause  ]  Ha  1  [  The  Curtain  falls  ] 
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